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Fireside 
Doris Plagge 
H. Ec. Sr. 
I LIKE the quiet of autumn evenings; I like lying before the open fire, stretched out long and lazy. Eyelids grow heavy 
and fall, but I can see the fire . . . 
Grey wisps of smoke slide through the crevices between the 
newly split logs, and I hear the crackle of yesterday's crumpled 
newspaper as it unfolds in the heat of the growing flame. An 
orange tongue of fire works its way up and catches hungrily to 
the logs' splintered surfaces. The grate begins to hum, and the 
blackened brick becomes alive and glowing; the dark, sober 
parlor is friendly and warmed. Across from me the curving side 
of the ebony piano glistens in the dappling light. 
Outside, the rising harvest moon shines eerily on the mist 
hanging low over the fields; drying leaves rustle thinly in the 
wind which makes the passerby glad for his warm topcoat. He 
lifts his head and breathes deeply as he smells wood smoke; he 
sees the flickering reflection of my fire on the window pane and 
wishes he were home. . . . 
INSIDE with me my fire snaps . . . spits . . . settles . . . 
showers spark dangerously close to, but never quite reaching, 
the worn rug on which I lie. Idly, I toss a spiny pine cone into 
the grate, where it lies in a chink between two logs. I see the 
orange and yellow tongues of fire dart out, igniting the horned 
tips. Explosively they blaze in a white dart of heat, swirling 
madly around and around the cone, adding a low humming note 
to the staccato cracking of the logs. When they die out, the tips 
are left a glowing red, then they whiten and softly drop off, one 
by one. I see the top-most point, though, where a constant and 
clear blue flame still burns, fed by the firm heart of the cone; 
it sparkles and dips for a long time. . . . 
Chilled, I wake to find the last red embers slowly blackening 
and greying into ashes. More newspaper, more logs . . . warmth 
and comfort . . . sleep . . . sleep. . . . 
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